FEAR

who were well dressed and bejewelled, men and women
who dwelt for ever in the rosy atmosphere of enjoyment,
who danced light-heartedly through life and who
carried Irene, too, along on the current of gaiety and
laughter. She was more than content, for as she made
her entry leaning on her husband's arm, she knew, from
the looks of admiration cast upon her by her fellow-
guests, that she was beautiful. Her consciousness of this
fresh loveliness of hers put an added glow to her charms.

Strains of music came from a neighbouring room, and
the sound penetrated deep beneath her burning flesh.
People were beginning to dance; and, almost before she
was aware, Irene found herself swept into the mass of
whirling couples. Every atom of heaviness disappeared
from her limbs,-her body was nothing but rhythm and
ardent movement. When the band stopped, the silence
weighed upon her spirits; but no sooner had it struck up
afresh, than the cooling waters of oblivion enveloped her
once more, and the ache at her heart was cured as her
partner carried her forward among the swaying multi-
tude. She had never been more than a mediocre dancer,
too careful as to her steps, too circumspect, too re-
strained ; but in the joyful flood of her newly won free-
dom, all shackles were broken, and she danced as though
inspired. Her blood responded to the arm which en-
circled her, to the hands which touched her, to the words
whispered in her ear, to the gay laughter, to the music.
Her body was so lusty with joy that her gown actually
felt too tight, and she would gladly have thrown aside
every shred of vesture in order, naked as God made her,
to relish the full tide of her present intoxication.

"Irene, what's up, my dear?'*

She swung round, her eyes beaming, her gait slightly
unsteady, to encounter the reproving eye of her husband*
Had she let herself go too insanely? Had she betrayed
herself?